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Sunset Carson
//7—RID QR/VNDE

HO. SUNSET, YOU WON'T HAVE ANY TROUBLE FiNPINS HIM—
TWO MILES AHEAP OK THE SAME TRAIL. WIS CAVEN ANP
HIS TWO 50SSES.EP CARTER ANP ELWOOP ARE P01H6 p
IUSIHESS IN THEIR USUAL MANNER/

TAKE YOUR KILLERS
« WARNEP YUH ONCE.LANNINO/
WELL SET THIS RANCH ONE WAV
OR ANOTHER/ YOU'LL HAVE NOTHIN
BUT GRIEF TILL YOU SEW."AT OUR

f>MC£

YOU HAP YOUR CHANCE.LANNING.' LEAVE MY BROTHER
I'LL GET THIS RANCH FOR MY r-* ALONE,WES CAVEN/ L

BOSSES IF I HAVE TO KILL YOU THE SHERIFF'LL PROTECT
TO PO IT/ WHAT'LL IT BE—A LIS FROM YOU ANP YOUR
9LU0 OR PO YOU SI6N ? i *-i MURPERINO FRIENPS t

,
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YOU'RE TRYIN6 TO MAKE HIM FIGHT 90 YOU
CAN KILL HIM I LET ME ALONE, I'M NOT
GOING TO LET »U GET AWAY WITH IT/
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WHAT ARE YOU POIN6 IN 1 WE'RE RIPIN
1 PIFFERENT TRAILS NOW.

THAT SNAKES COMPANY, CAR50N 1 1 WORK FOR MR.ELWOOP ANP
WE5? VOU USEP TO BE H HIS ENEMIES ARE MY ENEMIES TOO/

_
CHOO&ER ABOUT WHO i

HE KILIEP CARTER, 5UNSET.
AHP HE'S GOIN'TO PAY FOR
IT' STAY OUT OF THIS —

I

PON'T WANT TROUBLE WITH

YOU'RE GOING TO SET IT. WE*, IF

YOU TRY ANYTHING-' IF LANNING
16 PUNISHEP FOR CARTER'S r~
PEATH IT'LL BE BY THE LAW.'

v*-

ME CAN RIPE INTO TOWN WITH ME
HOW ANP REPORT IT TO THE ,

7--—
, SHERIFF-'

j

PONT LET THEM OET AWAY.

YOL FOOL/ YOU'RE PRAWIN' I

OUNWANS PAY- PUT CARSON
OUT OF THE WAY RI6HT NOW.'

HE U&C-P TO BE MY FRIENP.BUT

l

THATS OVER.' THEREAINTA
MAN IN TEXAS CAN STANP UP

j

TO CARSON IN A FAIR fl&HT /

ILL GET 'IM WHEN HE AIN'T
L—

-i EXPECTW IT/

YOU CHAN&EPSOME.W"
I GUESS WE SEE THIr-

PIFFERENT THAN WE USl.

TO.' I CAME HERE TO SEE f '

YOU- PON 'T WAKE ME PO I

50METHIN& I PON'T tVANT "~

TO PC LEAVE LANNIN5 ALONE
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S'THE SHERIFFU
BE BACK LATER 'WHILE

WE WAIT, TELL AIE WHAT
WES CAVEN ANP ELWOOP

! ARE UP TO/prz

I NEVER THOUGHT WcS WOULP TURN MP/ SO NOW THEfRE
AFTER YOUR C/RCLEA RANCH. IS THAT IT? WHV VOUR i

.
RANCH IN PARTICULAR?

J

My RANCH IS RIGHT ON THE RIO

GRANPE, SUNSET/ IF THEY OWHEP
IT. THEY COULP RUSTLE STOCK

ANP RUN IT ACR05S THE LINE

I

IN SAFETY/

HERE'S CAVEN NON-LOOKS THERE HE IS.5HERIFF"
LIKE THE CALABOOSE FOR THE MAN WHO SHOT EP

YOU.PRUCE.' i CARTER IN CO LP bLOOP!
- "SHOULP « HUH6-'
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M VOU MAPF A MURPERER T PONT WORRY ABOUT ME .

OUT OF »UR5ELF FOR H CAR&0N-' ME AN' ELWOOP ARE

PEANUTS, EH, CAVEN? I COIN' TO HAVE AN UNPER6TANPIN

TH0U6HT YOU HAP *OM \m RIGHT NOW-- P*«Sf/ pg

BUT SUNSET CARSON'S RUSE .WOKKfP/ CAVENS.^EPWHr^l
CAME HIS ffiAUZATHffl THAT ELWOOP WAS R(&HT/j ""
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RODEO COMPFT10N IS GREAT A
COW80V MOST BE A SKILLED RiDEE
AND IN THE BEST OF CONDITION
TO COMPETE IN THE DANGEBOOS
CONTESTS THAT ARE ILLUSTRATED
BELOW AND THE FOLLOWING PASES. I

STEEP WRESTLING. OR BULID0G6ING AS IT IS COMMONLY KNOWN IS
THE NEWEST OF RODEO SPOGTS AND ITS POSSIBLY THE MOST
B4NSER0US TO THE CONTESTANTS. STRENGHT; AGILITY AND A GOOD
HORSE EXCEL IN THIS CONTEST
DESPITE THE DANSERS, COWBOYS LOVE THE THRILL OF MEETING

AND CONOUERJNG BRUTE STRENGTH THE BIALDOGSER 6ET5 NO HELP
EXCEPT FROMTHE«HAZER"ONANOTHER HORSE AND ALL THE'HAZER-
DOES IS KEEP THE STEER HEADED STRAIGHT.
ANYTHING CAN HAPPEN TO THE BULLD0G6ER- INCLUDING ROOM AND

BOARD IN A HOSPITAL/
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ftCTS
SAPPLE BRONC RIDING

•he rules are made to help the
horse get rid op the rides the
cayuse cangothroush any sortofa
shenanigan that his ornery mind or
hooves or legs can think up but
the rules are strict on the eider

HE HAS TO RAKE HIS HORSE FROM
SHOULDER TO THE CANTLE OF THE
SADDLE EVERY TUMP FOR THE
FIRST FIVE JUMPS AFTER THAT
HE'S SUPPOSE TO KEEP SPURCIN'
UNTIL THE BELL RINGS— AND
THE MORE HE SPURS THE BET-
TER THE JUDGES SCORE HIM.
EVERY CIDER DRAWS FOR
HIS HORSE BY NUMBER EACH
DAY. HE NEVER RIDES THE SAME

ONE TWICE

REAL THRILLER OF THE CODEOS.
WHEN YOU SEE THE RIDER"SCREW DOWN
ON ONE OF THOSE 8RAHMAS IN THE
CHUTES- AND WHEN YOU SEE THE
FLASH OF FEET AND SWINGING OF
SHARP HORNS- YOU'LL BE GLAD YOU'RE
NOT OUT THERE RISKING YOUR LIFE

TO MAKE A QUALIFIED RIDE ON
ONEOF THESE BRUTES IS ONLY HALF
THE BATTLE- THE NEXT THING ISTO
GET OVER THE FENCE WITHOUT BEING
TRAMPLED OR GORED. THERE ARE
MANY BRAHMAS THAT FEW MEN CAN
RIDE FOR AVOBE THAN A FEW SEC-
ONDS UNDER RODEO RULES.
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BNT ISOI_
excitins and Color
of the rodeo fast

for the pri

sets its nam!
''ansement of the

rels in the arena and the wav
the oder must circle these

!VER OR IF THE CON-,,
"ESTANT FAILS TO FOLJ

RATTEEN
ET EYTHE RODE~

ItA?W-
-35

©ERE, J COW PONY PLAVS A
MAJC

'HE ROPER
.'.:,'»":

4E BETTER THEY
THE MORE APT
BIS PURSES.

^fe-V
WELL FOLKS.THERE
VOU HAVE A PIC-
TUR OF WHATA L
COWBOY DOES IN A ^ _
RODEO, IT'S ATOUGHl
WAY TO MAKE A LIVING,^
PON'T YOU THINK?

^
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605H.UJAS IT WORSE
| THAN THIS eRANDRY??
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fUE MORNING OL' PAUL WOKE UP TO
ID THAT IT HAD SWOUIED THROUGH

THE NIGHT-

BUT THIS WERWT NO
ORDINARY avKW),.*.'_/UOS/R.'/
:.- IT WERE THE PURTIEST BLUE
YOU EVER SAW-_

WELUIL BE!-

BLUE SNOUJ?.'

^O O^^" °-l

1 1 V->

o

'wWc U uW 1

\^lM£tz° r^«L»o ' °.^^^ I

till^P **fv

IT SNOUlEtS AB-

SN0U)EO,TIU.TH'
LOGGERS CABINS
WERE NEARLY
COVERED--.

THIS BLAP1ED BLUE
SNOW HAS NEARLY
COWERED OUR CA/»)P.

-AIV' IF IT KEEPS UP
WE'LL ALL srarrHERU
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Sunset Carson Handles
A Tough Situation

It was evident that Sheriff Lon Eagan was

nervous and upset. He was walking up and

down the length of his office and little beads

of perspiration were forming on his forehead.

The sooner Sunset Carson gets here the better,''

he remarked to his deputy, Jim Hammil. "Here

we are sitting on a powder keg that can ex-

plode any minute. And once the shooting be-

gins, no telling who'll get killed".

The lanky, thin-faced, brown-eyed deputy

was seated most comfortably with his feet across

the desk top. From the corner of his eye he

watched his rather stout bald-headed superior

build up high blood pressure. "Take it easy,

Lon," he advised. "All the worrying in the world

won't get Sunset here any quicker. If he got

the message you sent him, he ought to be

stepping cross the threshold any minute now."

Ralton City resembled any of the hundreds

of other western communities that had sprung

up in the territory. There were the same long

lines of hitching rails, the benches, and the

whiskey barrels filled with water for fire pro-,

cection. You could say of this place that it

was dust, heat, and prairie, but above all, dust.

Down the main and only street of the town

came a chestnut mare. The rider was a good

looking, clear and keen eyed man, with a

friendly smile for the entire world. His gun

belt hung carelessly low to all appearances. But

it was so adjusted that with one quick sweep

of the tight hand, the fingers would tighten

over the butt of that deadly Colt in its holster.

Here was the most famous and fearless

man of the West, Sunset Carson. Greetings of

Howdy, Sunset", met his ears as the rider and

horse went to their destination. Outside the

sheriff's office, Sunset dismounted and tied

the reins of his horse to the hitching post.

Merely as a matter of form he knocked on the

door and then opened it himself.

Thank Heavens, you're here". Sheriff Eagan

said, as he grasped the hand of his friend.

"I've been having nightmares, thinking you

didn't get the message".

"What's all the mystery about?" asked Sun-

set. "All you wrote to me was that it looked

as though the lid of the town might be blown

skyways unless I came here and took a hand

in things."

"Maybe, maybe, I can explain", interrupted

Jim Hammil, "though I'm as much in the dark

aDout it as Lon. A lot of gun slingers been

coming into town the last month. Some of

them drifted out to the Bar-X Ranch, that's

Wes Brutan's place. The rest been heading for

the Double-O ranch, owned by old man Foly.

Seems they are headed for a fight. What we
want to know is what's it all about?"

"Common sense could say we take a trip

out to the Bar-X ranch and put the question

straight to Wes. Met him a few years back in

Texas so I don't think I'll be unwelcome,"

suggested Sunset, "and the sooner we get out

there the sooner we learn whose trouble is

whose!"

The deputy remained behind and Sheriff

Lon Eagan and Sunset headed their mounts for

the Bar-X ranch. The men rode for about an

hour until they saw the ranch house in the

distance. As they went around a bend in the

trail, two men, each armed with rifles, seemed

to come from nowheres. "Hold up a minute

there", ordered one of them. The second man
countermanded the order. "Let 'em pass, Pete.

It's the law. Guess they want to see Wes on

some official business."

The two continued riding without speak-

ing. They dismounted in front of the ranch

house and a hand took their horses. The door,

opened as Wes Brutan came out and walked

right up to them. He was a middle-aged, stocky

man, with thinning grey hair and a long, droop-

ing moustache. "Hello, sheriff." And then turn-

ing to Sunset, he greeted, "Long time no see.

Sunset. What brings you down to my place.

Social visit or business?"

"Suppose we go inside and discuss the

matter," suggested Sunset.

"Sorry for my oversight but come in," re-

plied Wes in measured words as though he

wished he could have avoided making the in-
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vitation. Once inside Sunset understood the hesi-

tancy in Wes' voice. There were open boxes
of cartridges on the table and a line of rifles

stacked up against the farther end of the room.
"Why all the artillery?" asked the Sheriff.

The question had to be answered, and Wes
decided this was not the time to be evasive.

Old Man Foly's been using the west grazing
land as though it were his own. The time has

come for a show down. It's his cattle or mine.
And I'm not a bit particular when the shooting

begins. The sooner the better cause I got some
of the best shots on my payroll."

"Take it easy, Wes," suggested Sunset Car-

son. "That graiing land is government land.

Doesn't belong to you or to Foly. Anyone can

use it. Seems you two ought to talk this mat-

ter over before the shooting begins."

"Wes," put in the sheriff, " you seem to

forget that 1 am the law around here. It's my
job to prevent trouble and once it starts, it's

my duty to see it ends."

Wes had the answer on the tip of his

tongue. "I'm well aware about the duties of a

sheriff. I'm not starting anything. But if any-

thing happens I have the right of' self defense."
Somewhat to the surprise of both men

Sunset brought the matter to an apparent end.

'Guess we are taking up a bit too much of

your time. We got to head back to town. Good
to see you." The sheriff said nothing and fol-

lowed Sunset out of the ranch house. They then

mounted their horses. When they were about

half way back to town, Lon's curiousity got the

best of him. "Bet there's something cooking in

the back of your head as to how to handle this

matter." "Could be", was the laconic reply.

Deputy Jim Hammil met the two of them
outside the office. "Old Man Foly is inside.

Mad as can be," he warned the sheriff. The
three entered the office. Foly was a man some-
where on the easy side of sixty, thin and
weatherbeaten, but a man to stand erect and
hold his head straight up. "Look here, sheriff,"

he half shouted. "I want you and Sunset Car-

son to Stay out of my business. Don't you two
go round mussing in my affairs."

"Sorry if we upset you," apologized Sun-

set, with a little smile playing on' his lips. "But
don't worry, I'm going to leave town pronto."

Sheriff Eagan saw Sunset to his horse. What's
up?" he demanded in no uncertain tone of
voice. "Going to pay Chief Thunder Cloud a

visit," replied Sunset. "I once saved his life and
be made me his blood brother. Got an idea to

prevent bloodshed and 1 got to be riding fast."

A week later a hand rushed into the living

room of the Bar-X ranch and shouted, "Hun-

dreds of head of cattle coming up through the
southern pass and headed for the range.'" Wes
Brutan's reply was crisp. "-Round up the boys,

the time for shooting is here." At about the
same time a hand made a somewhat similar an-

nouncement to the owner of the Double-O
ranch. And Old Man Foly gave his orders,

The time is here for the showdown. If it's

fighting they want, they're going to get a belly

full of lead."

But Old Man Foley and Wes Brutan got
the surprise of their lives. There were hundreds
of head of cattle on the range and with them
were Indians, well-armed. Sheriff Eagan, his

deputy Jim, and Sunset were there. The two
ranch owners rode up to Sunset and made their

demand, "Get those Injuns off this land before
we start sending them to the happy hunting
grounds. They belong on their reservation."

Sunset laughed. From his back pocket he
produced a document. "This is the written per-

mission given to me by General Logan to take
the Indians and their cattle to look for pasture
lands. And I also have an order signed by

judge Barrett of the Third District Court say-

ing the Indians can watch the cattle. You see.

I bought all these cattle as soon as we left the
reservation and they are going to use this public

land. And in case you want a fight, they are

armed with the latest model repeating rifles."

As though the Indians had heard the last words,

they all took their rifles from the saddle

scabbards and held them in the air. That was
enough to bring matters to a head and Wes
took the first step.

' 'Those cattle can eat all the grass and
we'd have a headache. Well, Sunset, what are

your terms? I'm beaten." Sunset looked at the
two ranch owners. "There's no substitute for

a bit of common sense. You can't settle the
problems of the growing West with gunplay.
You two fellows are first going to shake
hands." The two ranchers hesitated for a

minute and then shook hands as though they
meant it. "Next, you send those gun slingers

back home. And from now on you use this

public land together. There's enough grass for
all your cattle unless you become pigs."

There was a big celebration that night.

Old Man Foly, Wes Brutan. the sheriff, his

deputy, Chief Thunder Cloud and Sunset Car-
son. They had a barbecue that satisfied all

appetites. And when it was over. Sunset said
something they were to remember for a long
time. "A bullet from a gun can't be recalled

no easier than an evil word that passes a

man's lips."
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SWP SUGGESTS' THAT UNAND
HI6H met CHECK TfflQ SIDEASMS
DOBIKG THE CEIEORATION AND
ENTER THE RIFLE SHOOT,

WINNER OF THE CONTEST
TO GET A COVETED
"ONF'N A THOUSAND"
IS73 WINCHESTER
RIFLE. McADAM
FINDS THE MAN
FAVORED TV WIN IS
DutchHENRY THE
ENEMY HE SEEKS-

THE)'-POSTPONE THEIR

BLOOD FEW TO SHOOT
IT OUT IN THE MATCH.
THE PRIZED RIFLE
Going, in a
bitterly close
contest to
UN Mt ADAM.

Bui Lin's possession of the gun is
ONL1 TEMPORARY. DUTCH MLNRi STEALS
INTO MS HOTEL BOOM, WAYLAYS LIN

AND KNOCKS HIM UNCONSCIOUS .HE IS
ABOUT TO KILL UN WHEN DISCOVERED
QV HIGH SPADE AND WYA7T EARR

DUTOi HENRYJUMPS OUTOfA WINtW
AND RlOfJ OUT Of TOWN, TAMNt THE
WINCHESTER WITH HIM.

lAHIONT TAKfS
THE WINCHESTER
FURTHER INTO INDIAN

COUNTRY. 10 A REN-
DEZVOUS WITH CHIEF
YOUNG BULL . FlRED B/
THE ANNIHILATION OF
CUfTER AT LITTLE BIG
HORN, THE INDIANS

ARE IN WARPAINT.
YOUNC BULL CW.OVERS THE

WINCHESTER- IN LAMQNTf
PACK AND MURDERS HIM FOR IT.

THE CHIEF THEN RAISES W ARM At
A SIGNAL TO HI} BRAVE? TO
TAKE TO THE WAR PATH .
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,

—

PVRWt

...*>U"f? cAQ&yi'm. loLa
Am ttek

fiance, steve miller -**».

70 THf RANCH WHERE * ,r^ jv»_
"v plan ro wfa

SH>£5 flW4V CW HORSfr
iMO!, LEAVING iOlA
TO ESCAPE AS BEST
SHL CAM. MILLER FINDS
A iAVALfrf OETACNMENT
Q.WED OVF AHEAO, RB&A:
l-lli NERVF AN RIDES
BACK TO LEAH LOIA
SAFELY INTO CAMP.

BUT THERE t$ LITTLE SAFETY IN THE CAVALRY CAMP.'P/NNED DOWN
BY SURROUNDING INDIANS AWAITING THE ARRIVAL OF YOUNG BULL'S
REINFORCEMENTS, THE HANDFUL OF SOLDIERS >$ .

p£INFOQCED BY THE TIMELY
ARRIVAL OF. LIN MCADAfl AN*
HIGH SPADE, STILL TRAILING
DUTCH, AND, IN TURN, TRAILED
BY INDIANS. MORE
FXPERIENCEP IN INDIAN
FIGHTING THAN THE CIVIL
WAR CAVALR\LIN PREPARES
THEM AND MILLER FOR THE
ATTACK AT DAViAl-
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UN AND HASH SPAOET
ftfDE INTO TACOSA , FIND
LOLA PLAYING A PIANO/N
A SALOON. TEAMING TOP
HUt lipe, she retis thea
THAT WACO, DRINKING, A~T
7H€ &AR, KILLED MILLER
AND PLANS 70 ROB THE
BANK ACROSS THE 57REE
WtW A MAN AfAM€D
DUTCH HENRY.
UN GJVES WACO A
BBAT/NG AND TORCE5
HIM 7D LEAP THE WAV
TO DUTCH /

LIN AND NIGH SAW
E/ND T#eMS€t_ves /NA
guv tight with waco and
dutch henry ihihe street
between the saloon and
the bank . lin snoots
waco, -but qv£ op dutch's
bullet* nits lola ,--

THE ARM.

' AS 6 0V
TURNS TO
HELP NSR

tl

OUTCH GETS
AMY AND RIDES
FOR 7U€ N'tlS,
TAKING Tf/e

'/ Winchester.
• un pursues,

' leaving lola with
HiaH SPADE- HE TEltS
HSP UN AND DUTCH
ARE BROTHERS, THAT
OUTCH KILLED THEIR

TETHER, AND THAT LIN
DEMANDS VENGEANCE

.

IN A SPECTACULAR
torte ou£L inthemlis,
THE BROTHERS TIGHT IT
OUT TO Tll€ TIN'S*.

It IS LIN WHO
RIDES BACK TO TACOSA ALOfi/C- TO TAKE
LOLA .IN HI5 HAND H£ HOLDS THE COVETED
WINCHESTER . NOW HE'LL HAVE TIME TO XJDE
BACK TO DODGE CITY AND HAVE THE" R/*lm*3
PiATE ENGRAVED WITH THE NAME Of ITS
RIGHTFUL OWNER.

C%hi& Jb-JM &Ut&t of Goca6oa fytufotvi £o?tu£4h*

be-nay, conn.

3F)wwA0Mw&fycTumwz)Rf£$ABajr
QuNser Carson '9 fr&mds /a/ thz Moms //
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HEy RUNT' U1HV DON'T CflW'AH IS 'PECOS
vo' ruim like ei/£RyeoDyAeu

"
listciu. smarrry! F.
AH HASW RECORD )/
O' BEIW THE '\

HEAWEST, ROUGHEST.
HOMBRE INTH'
WHOLE I

VO ALSO HAS
UERy BAD
MANNERS, PLUS
A BAD CASE O'
HALITOSIS.'
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WUH.'U)ALI»WVBE
THIS WILL MftKE A
BEUEV6R OUT O'YOU,

OUTCH.'j

' OOOU).' 1 THINK J NOW YOU'VE DONE
AH BUSTED f"

IT.' YOU'l/E 60NE flW

PW fist/ op^/pSf1" m£^!s3feS£

fejf

Ml
—£ HP^^Ij

*n cP

]^WferX^.MJ
[ '.h/;^

crv ^^BtK^JBBBSP^T!

fesjSStkDHK?^

—VOU SEE I'HTH'JUDfeE AROUND
HERE , AN' If IT WASN'T FOR FECOS
AW COULD RUM THIS TOWW, -BUT
WITH HIM AROUND AH IS FORCED
TO BE HOWEST.-BUT I HAVE A PLAN
TO GET RID OF'PECOS FOR 600D,
HOL) ABOUT I

'
"
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vo'bet couwrTwo, nothin' that
ne IN .' ©mw.'.' \ CRUDE .'-.FIRST
UOTTO WE DO, ) JUST 6ET HIS
SHOOT HIPI?^ SIGNATURE ON A

v__- ._.—"1 SHEET O'FnPER.UE'U
; TflYT)( ^—V flW)6HIP).HEH,

^M EL ' ^La»w

—

mk rfi j h|S ^L
s»

Sr Ml
'^WLfc-- ""^^^

pecos.you has ReFoRneone.f shore?
AH /S A WEW NAnJ.-AIU'AH ^aijAH'CI 6LAD

. WANTS MOOR AUTO6RAPH
- DCrai ice- vj*V i.ijic ti I'Akir 1.1

0&
jg
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VtXJ RftTS GIVE ME A FH1HI

111 TH'NECK,"CHOKE" "SflS" HERE

AH CftN PROWE THET PECOS WftS
FRMIEO! HYARS /W EVEWmiESS, '

•woe e/yse Hfl&"uHo lives «ia
CAVE ON TOP 0' VAMOOSE />XX/«7?WA/

NEAR WHARTH'CAnrLE
"

UJUS STOLE/ "
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WSHAI ..

rEXAN WAS A3 YOU MK5HT say.
BORN IN THE SADDUE. SUNSET
HAD COMPETED IN MOPE THAN
FORTY RODEOS BY THE TIME HE
WAS TWELVE YEARS OLD/ OUITE
A FEAT FOR A 60VOF HIS A6E.

Gte<._ CARRIED AWAY MOSTOFTHE HONORS
WITH HIS RID1NS SKILL. HE WON EVERY
KNOWN CONTEST THAT WAS POSSIBLE
FOR AYOUNSSTER IN HIS TEENS TO ENTER.
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;R SPENOIN6 SOME TIME,WFTH MIX'S

> r :

:

®/EN IN ARGENTINA, WHERE THE COWBOYS
^RE SUPPOSED TO HEAD THE LIST AS THE
FINEST IN THE WORLD, THIS TALI
SHOWED THEM. 'HOW,' AND WALKED OFF--

WITH HONOR
AFTER HONOR.
HE FIGURED
COMPETITION
WASTHE SAME
THERE AS IN

THE STATES.

CARAM8A/ THAT
COWBOY CAN RIDE
A HORSE AS WELL

RlOING. ROPING, BRONCO- BUSTINS OR
ANY OTHER FEAT, SUNSET CARRIED
AWAY MOST OF THE HONORS IN THE
RODEOS DOWN IN SOUTH AMERICA.

THANK YOU SIR.

YOU HAVE A
SREAT BUNCH
OF COWBOYS
OF YOUR OWN.
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•fe PAY WHILE PERFORMINGHE WAS SEEN
BY THE PRESIDENT OFA MOTION PICTURE CO.

H-M-M-M, HEIGHT, LOOKS,
AND WHAT A SMILE/

,THIS LAD IS A NAT

/THIN

SAA-AY.'THAT 80V
SUEE CAN RIDE I

, 'HI NK I'LL SO DOWN
I ANP MEET HIM AND SEE .

\ WHATHELOOK5 LIKi'/tHINKICANUSEVOU
- -~^-~^TN MY PICTURES l~

LETS SEE WHATYC-'
CAN REALLY DO ON

AHORSE.'

, H»-HA< SAYMISTER
,
YOU'RE.NOT KIDDING

u&mTrj? pictIkes^are.you?- NNO, I guess
ot sure i ll give
YOU AN EXHIBITION
OFMYBIDIN! WHAT
CAN I LOSE

MR,CAGSON,AVNAME
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